*    The Tartar Embassy    *
hall in his hardy manner. The whispering increased,
for the attendants were agitated. Chang Hsien Ch'ung
turned round and saw Kiluken's boots. In the second
occupied by his glance he had the intuition that he was
looking at one of those events, apparently insignificant,
upon which sometimes turns the fate of a kingdom. He
was on the point of telling Kiluken to cover his boots
with a scarf when there was a burst of music, the cur-
tain over the window was drawn up and the King
appeared seated above them dressed in full regalia. The
attendants evaporated and the Chief Minister with
everyone else, except Kiluken, bowed to the ground.
The Tartar sat upright, a smirk on his powerful and
brutal features, his boots clearly visible, and his long
sword, the wearing of which in audience was as great a
rudeness, sticking out behind him.

Narathihapate looked towards the embassy, but
much oppressed by the weight of the regalia and the
unpleasantness of the occasion, did not at once take in
details. After a prescribed series of questions and an-
swers between him and the ministers of a general char-
acter and treated antiphonally, the Tartar ambassador
was asked to present the Emperor Kublai Khan's letter.
This he did, advancing on his knees a yard or so till im-
mediately below the window, when he stood up and,
holding the golden box high over his head, placed it in
the King's hands. The King opened the box and took
out the paper, at the bottom of which the touch of the
Vermilion Pencil was clearly visible. It was then passed
to the heralds and read out first in Chinese and then in
Burmese. The gist of it was in the following sentence:

Tf you are resolved to fulfil your duty towards the